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INTRODUCTION. 


Hue Houtanp, the author of the ensuing poem, was also the 
writer of fourteen lines, such as were then considered a sonnet, 
on the death of Shakespeare, and on the publication of the folio, 
1623. They are conceited, and have little merit. 

Nearly the same criticism may be offered upon the succeeding 
poem, though it certainly displays more talent and cleverness, 
but the whole fabric is violent and unnatural; and reading the 
prefixed eulogium by Ben Jonson (unknown to the editors 
of his works, and never republished by himself) we wonder at. 
the manner in which, even in the partiality of friendship, he 
brought himself to speak so extravagantly of Holland’s powers: 
Ben Jonson only terms Shakespeare the ‘ sweet swan of Avon” : 
but Holland, according to him, was the “sweet swan” of nearly 
every river in Europe: and we almost wonder that, in the ex- 
cess of his hyperbole, he did not carry him over the Atlantic to 
the Amazons and the Orinoco. We surmise that Holland was 
rich, and we know that Ben Jonson was poor, and we recollect 
no earlier effort of the kind by the learned and “ inspired brick- 
layer.” In its way it is admirable. 

The best point about “ Pancharis” is unquestionably the ver- 
sification in the Italian terza rima, a form of composition then 


co 


ul 


unusual in our language. The construction of the plot, so to 
call it, is little short of ridiculous, when we find the author 
bringing down Diana and Venus to hob-nob with Queen Katha- 
rine out of a cup formerly belonging to Edward the Confessor, 
while Cupid is represented as the chief agent in her amour. 
The court revel, according to the manner of the time, is, how- 
ever, well and clearly described; but the best feature in it, the 
discussion between the Maid, Wife, and Widow, was borrowed 
from Sir John Davys, as printed in 1602 in the first edition of 
“The Poetical Rhapsody.” 

The date of the publication of Holland’s poem is 1603, but he 
professes that it had been penned before the death of Elizabeth ; 
and his letter to Sir Robert Cotton, at the close, is a sort of imita- 
tion of the method pursued by Spenser, when in 1590 he appended 
his exposition of the “ Faery Queen’? addressed to Sir Walter 
Raleigh. The Richard Martin to whom Holland addressed his 
rhyming Latin lines, near the end; was the man who had had so 
violent a quarrel with Sir John Davys shortly after 1596, and who 
was Recorder of London when James I. came to the throne. 

Notwithstanding its many defects, and in consequence of some 
of its peculiarities, the production is worth preserving; and, as 
there is but a single copy of it in existence, we haye reprinted it 
as a remarkable and curious relic by a friend of Shakespeare, 
Ben Jonson, and of other poets of their day. If Holland ever 
wrote or printed a continuation of this his “ first book’’, it has not 


come down to us. 
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Che first Bookie. 


CONTAINING 


The Preparation of the Love betweene Owen 
Tupyr, and the Qureeng, long fince intended 
to her Maiden Mayjestir : 


And now dedicated 


TS i 
LHE INVINCIBLE VAT ERS, | 
Second and greater Monarch of Great Britaine, | 
King of Exgland, Scotland, France and 
Sreltand, with the [ands adjacent. 


Mar. Valerius Wartialis { 
Victurus Genitum debet habere liber. 


Printed at London by V. S. for Clement Knight. ‘q 
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MAGE of God; firft as a man, and then 
As king, by moft defert, and onely right : | 


Man is the king of creatures, and thy might 

Exceedes this too, for thou art king of men. 
Sunne of our fphere, may never clowde up pen 

So radiant beames from thy poore fubjeéts fight : 

That ftill our eyes may fee their happy light, 

Ev’n as their heate did warme our bofoms, when 
Unfeene they fhone beneath the fixed ftar. 

Up, noble minde, to thy fift empirie, 

And foare yet higher then thy fortunes ar: 
Refemble Heav’n in all but levitie, 

Take after earth in nothing more or leffe, 

Except an irremooved ftayednefle. | ! 


TO THE BRIGHT QUEENE ANNE, 
HIS DEERE WIFE, AND OUR DREAD LADY. i] 


1. What is fhe that like filver Cynthia fhoeth 
Amidft the hoaft of heaven, 
But fairer threetimes feaven ? 
It is the Queene of Love! fee where the goeth: 
The Queene of Love and Beauty, (lo) together 
With her faire fon the Prince of Love comes hether. 
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2. The Southpole that in our horizon fhined, 
And made the earth to wonder, 
Gone is that earth all under, 
And to the Northpole hath her roome refigned : 
On whom to waite our eyes and harts perfever, 
And may they ceafe, 6 never, never, never! 


3. Thou, in whofe zodiak of white armes enchained, 
Our funne fo oft hath fhined, 
In whofe wombe was confined 
What in this ifle fcornes to be long contained ; 
Live thou and he, and maift thou fee him rather 
Copartner, then fucceffor to his Father. 


TOUMYSLOR Di triehhi ner 
SONET ACROSTICKE. 


Heire of thy Sires foure realmes, and (which I more 
Efteeme) foure vertues, that unto a fift, 
No doubt, will thee (o flowly, flowly) lift ; 
Receive this ryme of thine old aunceftore, 
Yong Prince of Wales, and pardon me therefore. 
So may glad VICTORY be one day fwift 
To crowne thy facred head (that art a erift 
Extra¢éted hence) with holy bayes, before 
(Unvanquifh’d or unhurt by fea or land) 
Upon thy brow the wreath of Eugland fit: 
And I with crowned head, but armed hand, 
Ride by thy lordly side, and, after it, 
Turne from thy Grandfires loves to fing thy wars, 
Exchanging Venus mole for War/fes {kars. 
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Auricomum alterius mundi jubar altera virgo, 
Regia cut flirps eft, meus neque ftirpe minor ; 

Bris tmperfectum facili cape fronte poema : 
Lift quia perfectus qui tibt mittit amor. 

Lattea nec Venus eft illic, nec vena, nec unguam 
Letus amor Mufe novit adeffe mee. 

Attamen Eugenti facros cantillat amores, 
Senjit amans focium queis Catherina jugum. 

Tandem orata Venus fic ambos juvit amantes, 
Unde genus tantis regibus, atque tibt. 

A tque mihi fcribenti utinam fic equa fuiffet : 
Rite ego ft colut, dum fub Amore fut. 

Lu tamen (horridule faveas licet ipfa Diane) 
Alma vent, Mufis et Venus efto mets. 


Clariffimo et candidiffimo ingenio Preceptori olim, femper 
Amico GULIELMO CAMDENO, Armorum Regi 
nullt fecundo, poémation hoc cenfendum et 
emendandum mitto. 


Nanus Mufer cupit in quacunque locart 
Parte liber, magnum nec capit tlle locum. 

Sed neque fe magnis fludet tmmifcere Poetis 
Quales Meonides maximus, atque Maro. . 

Cernuus hic veterum lambat veftigia vatum, 
Atque pio fanctos bafet ore pedes. 

Cum Nafone tamen ponas (hic namque libellus 
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Sanctior, ut multis doctor tlle modats ) 

Vel cum Chaucero (nec enim mthi fidus amator 
Eft minis, et multo Nympha pudica magis.) 
Plus quoque quam tetigiffe pedes fortaffe meretur, 

Quando tuas meritus fit tetigiffe manus. 


ANDREAS DOWNES GRAICUS PROMESSOm 
REGIUS2CANTADRIGiAs 


Antiquos memorat vatum chorus omnis amores, 
Sed plerumque guibus non Venus equa futt ; 

Felices HOLLANDE canis feliciter ignets 
Tu veterum, quibus haud abnutt alma Venus. 

Lit REGINA fuit memorabilis, et THEODORUS: 
Lllam qui merutt, carmine dignus erat. 

a Nec tantim furor ambobus fuit tlle fecundus, 

Nec blandum hoc modo tum invit utrumque jugum : 

| Sed populos domuit fevos gentefque feroceis 

| f Flic tandem placide conciliavit amor. 

Cujus nunc volvenda dies frucium attulit vitro, 
Lt majore beat munere longa dies. 

Namque tribus populis difcordibus infula dives 

: Ante colebatur, bellaque crebra movet. 

L Verim exhine mox leta duos concordia junxit, 
firmus et hic fiabili federe vinxit amor. 

Lertia magnanimis reflabant regna Britannis, 
flec quoque magnifico fub duce nunc coeunt. 

Hac etenim de ftirpe ventt rex inclytus, atque 
Clara recens foboles, et nova progenies. 

Que penitus toto feclufos orbe Britannos 
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A terna reget in pace, favente Deo. 
Et maporibus aufpiciis dominabitur ore, 
Circumquaque ingens quis fluit Oceanus : 
Sceptra tenens, diadema gerens, JACOBI age honores, 
Aggredere 6 magnos, maxime, letus ovans. 
Hlorridulé genitum in regione Eremanthidos, Ar€t1, 
Sol regem vidit, te fimul atque hominem. 
Creverunt animt pariter crefcentibus annts, 
Sors tandem cwequa animts cedere regna jubet. 
Linibus exiguis arttari magna recufant, 
Virtutt campum fata dedére parem. 
Mollor horrifero Borece fuperadditus Aufier, 
Ona eft virtutis facta paleftra tibi. 
Quam fapiens fuit Empedocles, qui federe amoris, 
Lt celo et terra cuncta coire facit ! 
[nunc 6 vates et Thefeas atque Ariadnes 
Medeafque truces dic et Amazonidas : 
Materiam nofler novit fibt fumere dignam, 
Dignos et verfus pangere materia. 


NICOLAI HILLI CARMEN TESTAMENTALE 


ET VIATICUM. 
Nunc migro, nec patrios forfan rediturus ad agros 
Orget, et officit debita cura premtt. 
Quid prohibebit enim quin veri teftis honeflem, 
Quem fiudit paritas luftraque multa probant ? 
Raptim et difcedens verbo quod fentio dicam, 
Lotius gregis eft gloria, nemo gregis. 
Ornat et egregits Catharinam millibus effert : 
Ot cantt wlle fuam, fic cantt illa fuum. 
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TB: 
Anacreontickes, 


ef Scarfe till now hath ENGLAND feen 
\ A Poém, but of verfes ftore ; 
Here an unenforced green 
Hath native flowres, which heretofore 
Had, at moft, well painted been, 
As was the feafon which them bore: 
Arts each Venus that doth fhine 
In ancient Poéfie, heer more. 
HOLLAND, this firft birth of thine 
Put forth imperfect, ftands before 
The finifhed, and fhall in fine 
Somewhat be new for worlds t’adore : 
CYNTHIUS (as we divine) 
And the MUSES, and the GRACES, 
And their QUEENE, by thee refine 
¥ Baftard fongs, whofe common bafes 
i Were but words, that KATHARINE 
Beautie equall to her faces 

Might enjoy. Here then unhard 

] A princely Love, and learned Bard. 


BEN : JOHNSON. 
Ode addgyopiKn. 


Who faith our times nor have, nor can 
fy ; Produce us a blacke fwan ? 

| Behold, where one doth fwim, 

Whofe note and hue 
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Befides the other fwannes admiring him, 
Betray it true: 
A gentler bird then this 
Did never dint the breaft of Tamifs. | 


Marke, marke, but when his wing he takes, 
How faire a flight he makes! 
How upward and dire& ! 

Whil’ft pleas’d Apollo 
Smiles in his fphere, to fee the reft affect 
In vaine to follow. 
This fwanne is onely his, 
And Phebus love caufe of his blackeneffe is. 


He fhew’d him firft the hoofe-cleft fpring, , 
Neere which the The/piads fing ; 
The cleare Dircoean fount 
Where Pindar fwamme ; 
The pale Pyrene, and the forked Mount: 
And, when they came 
To brookes, and broader ftreames, 
From Zephyr's rape would clofe him with his beames, 


This chang’d his downe, till this, as white 
As the whole beard in fight, 
And ftill is in the brett: 
That part nor winde, 
Nor funne could make to vary from the rett, 
Or alter kinde ; 
So much doth virtue hate, 
For ftile of rareneffe, to degenerate. 
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Be then both rare and good; and long 
Continue thy fweete fong. 
Nor let one river boaft 
Thy tunes alone ; 
But prove the aire, and faile from coaft to coaft : 
Salute old A7éne. 
But firft to Cluzd ftoope low, 
The vale that bred thee pure, as her hills fnow. 


From thence difplay thy wing againe 
Over Iérna maine, 
To the Lugenzan dale ; 
There charme the rout 
With thy foft notes, and hold them within pale 
That late were out. 
Muficke hath power to draw, 
‘Where neither force can bend, nor feare can awe. 


Be proofe, the glory of his hand, 
(Charles JZontjoy) whofe command 
Hath all beene harmony : 
And more hath wonne 
Upon the Kerne, and wildeft [ri/hry, 
Then time hath donne, 
Whofe ftrength is above ftrength, 
And conquers all things; yea it felfe, at length. 


Who ever fipt at Baphyre river, 
That heard but fpight deliver 
His farre-admired acts, 

And is not rap’t 
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With entheate rage to publifh their bright tracts? 
(But this more apt 
When him alone we fing) 
Now mutt we plie our ayme, our fwan ’s on wing. 


Who (fee) already hath ore-flowne 
The Hebrid Ifles, and knowne 
The fcatter’d Orcades ; 
From thence is gon 
To utmoft Thule: whence he backes the feas 
To Caledon, 
And over Grampius mountaine, 
ToLoumond lake, and Twedes blacke-{pringing fountaine. 


Hafte, hafte, fweete finger! nor to 7zve, 
flumber, or Owfe, decline ; 
But over land to Trent: 
There coole thy plumes, 
And up againe, in fkies and aire to vent 
Their reeking fumes ; 
Till thou at Zames alight, 
From whofe prowde bofome thou began’ft thy flight. 


Tames, prowde of thee, and of his fate 
In entertaining late 
The choife of Europes pride, 
The nimble French, 
The Dutch whom wealth (not hatred) doth divide, 
The Danes that drench 
Their cares in wine ; with fure 
Though flower Spazne, and [taly mature. 
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All which, when they but heare a ftraine 
Of thine, fhall thinke the J7aime 
Hath fent her MWermazdes in, 

To hold them here: 
Yet, looking in thy face, they fhall begin 
To loofe that feare ; 
And (in the place) envie 
So blacke a bird fo bright a qualitie. 


7 But fhould they know (as I) that this 
uy Who warbleth PANCHARIS, 
Were Cycnus, once high flying 
With Cupids wing ; 
Though, now by Love transform’d, and dayly dying: 
(Which makes him fing 
' With more delight, and grace) 
Or thought they Leda’s white adult’rers place 


' Among the ftarres fhould be refign’d 
To him, and he there fhrin’d ; 

| Or Tames be rap’t from us 
if To dimme and drowne 
In heav’n the figne of old Arzdanus : 
iy How they would frowne! 

But thefe are myfteries 
Conceal’d from all but cleare propheticke eyes. 


It is inough, their griefe fhall know 
i At their returne, nor Po, 
loerus, Tagus, Rheine, 
Scheldt, nor the Maas, 
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Slow Avar, nor fwift Rhone, the Loyre, nor Seine, 
With all the race 

Of Europes waters can | 

Set out alike, or fecond to our fwan. 


TO MY MAYDEN MUSE. 


Goe, Virgin Mufe, to her divinity, 
That is the Vefta of Virginity : 
For unto whom fhouldft thou goe rather 
So bound to her, and to her father ? 
Be gonne, and when thou com’ft before her, 
Upon thy knee, fee thou adore her. 
For thou mayft gather by her feature, 
She is more then an earthly creature ; 
In whom no elements are combined, 
But a fift effence, well refined 
Above the vulgar groffe confeétions 
Of any of the fower complexions, 
Flegme, Sanguine, Melancholy, Coler. 

Tell her that once I was her {choler, 
And how in grammer I was grounded 
In the beft fchoole fhe ever founded, 
By two great clerkes (two greater wafters 
Of oyle then houres) that were my Matters: 
Where I liv’d partly of her larges, 
And partly of my parents charges. 
Thence was I had, to learne more knolledge 
To Cambridge, and her fathers colledge, 
Of him whofe fame is flowne ALL-OVER, 
As well beyond as this fide Dover. 
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On Arifeotle oft I pored, 
And here and there him over-fkored : 
Where poetrie too I found defined, 
To which by birth I was enclined. 
Yet heard I worthy DOWNES in Homer, 
And every day I glean’d my gomer. 
Thus having there for Lea ferved, 
(Though fome faide Rachel I deferved) 
Some thonght the houfe could ftand without me. 
I then began to looke about me, 
And forthwith defperately did ventre 
The wide world, in whofe little centre 
My friends (of whom death hath bereft me) 
My loving friends fome living left me: 
Enough (if God the grace but lend me) 
From cold and hunger to defend me, 
That I may ftudy ftill by leafure, 
Without all paine, and at my pleafure. 
Now the blacke doune began to cover 
My pale cheekes (for I was a lover) 
And fung acrofticke fonets fweetely ; 
For (if that fome can judge difcreetely) 
I neede not feare that daintie DAVIES, 
Though he fing fweeter then the Mavis. 
And of my love they were. But, ftay thee ; 
No more of that, my Mufe, I pray thee. 
For either it muft fhow my folly, 
Or elfe renew my melancholly : 
Yet was fhe faire, and honourable, 
And vertuous (had fhe beene more ftable). 
Though fhe, perhaps, did but forget her, 
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And now likes maydenhead the better: 
Whereof fhe is the richeft border, 
Next CYNTHIA, foveraigne of that Order. 
When Love my bofome thus had fired, 
Me for his prophet he infpired, 
That every line, and every letter 
Of my devife might paffe the better: 
Yet of this legend but the writer 
Was I, and he the fole inditer. 
For how, alas! can it be other? 
I am not I the Mufes brother. 
My lips I never yet have fowfed 
In Hippocrene, nor carowfed 
The lufty liquor thence diftilling, 
The braine with holly fury filling. 
The climat where I was begotten 
Of father Phebus is forgotten : 
No Parnaffe there (though mountaines many) 
No Mufe (though Nymphs as faire as any). 
God wote it is too farre removed 
From her, to be of them beloved. 
Apollo, they and all the Graces, 
Attend her onely in all places. 
This, in effect, when thou haft told her, 
Thou mutt be yet a little bolder, 
And beg that thou mayft waite upon her, 
Among her many Maydes of Honor ; 
A modeft maide with chafte variety, 
To lull afleepe that fweete fociety ; 
Who may, as well as any other, 
Reade every line before the Mother, 
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So fhamefac’d are they, and fo holly, 
Voide of all loofeneffe, and light folly : 
Elfe had it beene too much impiety, 
To vow them to fo great a Deity. 

This done, againe on knee lowe bended, 
And hands as high to heaven extended, 
Afcribe me of this golden ftory 
Onely the paine, and her the glory: 
Praying fhe would but reade the proem, 
And fo breath life into my Poém. ° 


[evan (Gibb Ay IR ILS) + 
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SING Queene Katharine, and my countryman. 
O Love! if I before thy altare fpread, 
Blacke though I be, have oft lookt pale and wan, 
And as white turtles there have offered, 
(As are thofe that thy whiter mother drawe) 
Draw neere; and with her myrtle deckt the head 
Of me thy prieft, that am too rudely rawe, 
Nor once have bin baptized in the fpring 
Of ffelicon, which yet I never faw, 
A pinion plucke me out of thine owne wing ; 
And let thy godhead more propitious be 
Unto my thoughts whiles others loves I fing, 
Then in mine owne it hath beene unto me. 
And thou, O fecond fea-borne Queene of Love! 
In whofe faire forehead love and majeftie 
Still kiffe each other (as the turtle-dove 
Doth her beloved) thou whofe frowne, whofe fmile 
Prefenteth both, who doth infpire and move 
This leffer continent, this greatett ile, 
Let fmiling Love, when Majefty would frowne, 
Infufe like life and motion to my ftile. 
I treate not I here of the awfull crowne, 
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(Though fomewhat of the Court) my legend is 
Compofde of Love and Beautie up and downe. 
Where if I aught have faide that founds amiffe, 
Immortall Maid, thou pardon me that crime, 
Sith thy white hand which (lord!) I long to kiffe 
May croffe out all, and rectifie my rime. 

So fhall the amorous readers feeme as thofe 
That have feene thee full oft and many a time; 
Yet feeing thee againe, anone fuppofe 

They fomewhat fee they never faw before, 
Such fpangling objeéts thou doft {till difclofe, 
As all defire to fee thee more and more. 

From London weltward doth a Caftle ftand 
Along the Thames, which of the winding fhore 
Is called Windfore, knowne by fea and land, 
For the rich Guarter and the holy George, 
There founded firft by the victorious hand 
Of warlike Edward, he that was the fcorge 
And fecond hammer of the haughty Scot. 

As the lame God in his Trinacrian forge, 
Striv’d firft to blow the ftubborne yron hot, 
And after laide about him like a Lord, 

Till he thereof the upper hand had got ; 

So Englifh Edward did with fire and fword, 
Lighten and thunder in that northerne clime, 
And never refpite did his foe afford, 

(No, nor himfelfe almoft) untill the time 

As hardy David grac’d faire Wind/ores court. 
Where alfo Fohn of France, who long’d to clime 
The wheele of Fortune in the felfe fame fort, 

A captive king was after fhortly feene. 


Pancharts. 


Yet neither this, nor that, fo much report 
The fame of Wind/ore, as faire Katherine ; 
She that hath yet (fave her great neece) no other, 
Daughter of France, of England Mother-Queene, 
The fixt Charles daughter, the fixt Henries mother, 
And (which is chiefeft) the fift Henxrtes wife. 

Here the fad Queene ful many a figh did fmother, 
Refolved ftill to leade a widdowes life. 

So chafte was fhe, though faire, and rich, and yong, 
That yong and olde to praife her were at ftrife: 

Of her high honour all mufitians fung, 

And thereto each fweet poet tun’d his pen, 

That therewith Axgland and all Europe rung. 

She was the wonder of all mortall men, 

Few queenes came neere her, and none went above 
In grace and goodneffe, fince, before, or then. 

Might once no minion dare to kiffe her glove, 
(Much leffe her hand) or miftreffe her mifs-call ; 

As men are wont when they for fafhion love. 

So modeft was fhe, and fo meeke withall, 

That all good folkes might to her prefence come, 
No leffe then to fome councellors common hall. 
More doth the futer then the gaudy roome 

Set out a monarchs majeftie, by ods, 

When life or death he lookes for as his doome. 

Not they that grav’d the gold did make the gods, 
But fuch as did before them bow to begge, 

All were they made of clay, but only clods: 

Nor they the prince that ftill provoke and egge, 
(That only they may golden idolls be 

To which the fubjeét bends his fervile legge) 
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The facred and anointed majeftie 
To robbe the realme, to gaine the fubjects wealth, 
To loofe their hearts: but fuch as on the knee 
Importune grace with happineffe and health, 
Not pofted off to thofe extreame delayes 
Of bribing favorites, which is worfe then ftealth, 
And fcarce was heard of in thofe happy dayes. 
Her felfe, a widdow, would for widowes pleade 
With much compaffion, and at al affayes ; 
But as for orphanes bills, them would fhe reade, 
And then fhut in her princely orphans hand, 
Whereby along with her fhe would him leade 
Unto his uncle that did rule the land: 
Hard were the heart, that in fo juft a caufe, 
With two fuch futers upon tearmes could ftand, 
And not difpence a little with the lawes. 
Thus with her great delight in doing good 
She wanne fuch fame and popular applaufe, 
That on a time the goddeffe of the wood, 
Diana, forely longed once to fee 
This abf{traét model of all womanhoode, 
And next her felfe the flowre of chattitie. 
Wherefore (the funne now fcorching in the fkull 
Of Leo) foorth a hunting needes would fhee 
To Windefore forreft, which fhe found as ful 
Of deere, as trees; yet trees fo many ar 
As there the darts of Phoebus are too dull, 
And pierce no more then doth the meaneft ftarre. 
There was the lawrell that was glad to hide 
Her greene head from the face of Phwdus farre, 
The lordly oake that fcorn’d not by his fide 
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The bragging brier, and with wilde yvie was 
Like great God Bacchus crownd: there was, befide 
The fmooth {kinn’d beech, all kerved as did paffe, 
In curious knotts that did the names enfhrine 
Of many a lover, and of many a laffe. 
There was the elme that underprops the vine, 
And box, wherof poore fhepherds frame their pipes, 
The gentle woodbind, and fweete eglantine, 
Each other clipping with their amorous gripes. 
The budded hawthorn, and our Lozdon dames 
Holy-reformers: the birch lacing ftripes 
On lafie truands; with fuch like, whofe names 
I know not, fave the willow that did guirde 
The bankes forfaken of the flippry Thames. 

On every tree did fit a feverall bird, 
And every bird did fing his feverall note: 
This to the bafe a fift, that fung a third, 
Each one according to his aery throate, 
A fummers day, me thinkes, were nothing long 
With the rare muficke which they made by rote: 
Phebe her felfe with all her nymphs did throng 
To heare it, as fhe had not heavenly beene ; 
And this was all the burden of their fong, 
Long live Diana and faire Katherine ! 

Wearied with toile, but never with the noyfe, 
High time fhe thought to goe and fee the Queene ; 
For her declining brother, that enjoyes 
One part in one of her three-formed realmes, 
Bade her breake up thofe fports and earthly joyes, 
Sith he muft never quench his thirfty beames, 

Till fhe to heaven returne and take his place, 
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To governe there the ftarres, and here the ftreames. 
She therefore to the Caftle gan to pace, 
That bounteoufly was built of faire free-ftone, 
Whofe guilded infide, for the greater grace, 
Was all fet out with many a precious one, 
And they with one that yet more precious was: 
The criftall windowes round about it fhone, 
That, as fhe ftood therein, the very glaffe 
Seem’d rather to let out the lufty light. 
On did the goddeffe with her meany paffe, 
Till they came to a roome all richly dight, 
Of heavenly bliffe and happineffe the bowre, 
Where each of other had this happy fight. 
The place was after calld the Maydens towre, 
But of Diana and her maydes, no doubt, 
So called was, and is unto this howre. 
Much the amazed goddeffe look’t about, 
But moft aftoned at the Queene fhee ftood, 
That ready word she could bring hardly out, 
Before the lovely Queene (who could more good 
Then halfe a world) did filence foftly breake, 
Each Lilly blending with a Rofe of blood. 
Madame (she fayde), my tongue can hardly fpeake 
That world of worth which I in you admire ; 
Then, all that I can doe is farre too weake 
To anfwere your defert and my defire: 
For fince my Lord, my life, (God his foule fave) 
Was laide (as well may witneffe my attire) 
My better halfe fince he was laide in grave, 
I never yet came foorth in companie, 
But in my chamber my felfe buried have. 


Pancharis. 


Wherefore, if perfon here, or aught there be, — 
That unto you may breede the leaft offence, 
God knowes it is without my privitie: 
But did I knowe, I foone fhould rid him hence, 
That of this aétion is not humbly glad. 
And therewithall, they both lowe reverence 
Did one another. Up the while was had 
A banquet to a by rome as did paffe, 
Bifket-bread, fucket, marchpane, marmalad, 
Candids, conferves, and all that dainty was: 
It haild downe comfe¢ts, and through every fpoute 
The fugar-caftles powrd out hypocras ; 
Walk’d up and downe the boles, fo as I doubt 
If I may call them-ftanding cups or no. 
And as the wine, fo went the day about. 
Diana rofe, and ready was to goe, 
When, in another cup of maffie golde, 
They crownd her wine that fparkled to and fro. 
It was the king Confeffors cup of old, 
Who liv’d a maried man, and died a maide. 
She kift the cup, where grav’n, fhe might behold 
A ctcons death, and downe it quickly laid ; 
Then turn’d a little to her maydes afide, 
Rebuk’t their want of fecrecie, and faide. 
Could ye no better your owne counfailes hide, 
But over Lugland too it muft be blaz’d? 
Lo! heere, Actwon in his horned hide, 
While on our fhame and nakedneffe he gaz’d. 
Therewith fhe pauz’d, but they no word could fay, 
So were they at that lively mappe amaz’d. 
And fure the cup did all fo wel difplay, 
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As if it white wine were that therein ftoode. 
Then would ye fweare Dzanaes felfe there lay, 
Nakedly clothed with the criftall flood: 
And were it redde, there lay, then would ye fweare, 
Actceon bathing him in his owne blood. 
At laft, as fhe that halfe abafhed were, 
Unto the Queene fhe turn’d and uttred this. 
Alacke, alacke! if his owne hownds did teare 
This fond Adigon, yet the fault was his, 
And mine the griefe: we gods are no leffe fory 
For mortalls punifhments, then for their amiffe, 
Though we, by this, and that, declare our glory, 
And our owne juftice in them both exalte. 
Yet fome will fay (and they too peremptory) 
That this his fortune was, and not his fault : 
Was ’t not his fault fo to prophane a place, 
That hallowed was with franckincenfe and falt ? 
Were 't not his fault that fhould furprife your grace 
Here in your chamber, fkare you or your traine, 
And from your fide your fureft fervants race ? 
Abortive fanfies fwimme about his braine, 
And faile him when himfelfe he moft affures : 
Runne all his plots and purpofes in vaine, 
That fhall the like attempes on you or yours. 
Thus ended fhe, and with this fpeach the day. 
On ftole the night that parting ftil procures, 
As though it came to bid her come away. 
Then tooke fhe leave, and in her coach did clime 
The eafterne hill with horfes yron gray, 
Where in flowe minutes fhe muft tell the time, 
And ferve the ufe of man. God bade her fo. 
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When neither cocke doth crow, nor clocke doth chime, 
Whether we fee her filver face or no, 
Yet there fhe walkes as wel by day as night, 
And ftill about her criftall orbe doth goe. 
But (lord) with what a longing and delight 
To Windfor ward fhe downe woulde caft her looke, 
And guild the wide Tames with hir trembling light! 
An other heaven ye would have thought the brooke 
With moone and ftars, and here and there a cloude : 
But in high heav’n what way fo e’re fhe tooke, 
Queene Katharines praifes there fhe rung aloude, 
Set to the tune of her well tempred {pheare, 
Much more harmonious then is harp and croud. 
Hermes, that all the ghofts belowe can reare, 
And gently ufher with his {naky rod, 
To this new caroll gave attentive eare : 
And (as he is a very prating god) 
To the bright Venus hath it told anone, 
From the firft point to the laft period. 
When fhe in all the hafte would needes be gone, 
To fee below what all had heard above, 
Of Englands Queene and peereleffe paragon : 
Her coach was drawne by many a turtle-dove, 
And driven by a coachman of great worth, 
Her little fonne, the mighty God of Love. 
So long he guided on his courfe by north, 
When, having paft the feaventh and utmoft clime, 
Out of the fea he might fee peeping foorth 
A fpot of Earth as white any lime ; 
To which he thought it beft his courfe to hold. 
Now was the Earth, for it was paft the prime 
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That had unmafk’d her of her tawny old, 
Revefted with a flowry diadem, 
And new greene velvet, fpangled all with gold : 
Thus were the fieids enameld all of them, 
Along the filver Thames, that did embrace 
The golden meades in wanton armes, and hem 
Their loofer fkirts like an indented lace. 
Acroffe, and up and downe the river fwame 
Her facred fwannes, who when they faw her grace, 
Unto her coach to doe their homage came: 
And from the land came turtles many a paire, 
Unto her deity who did the fame. 

Then Cztherea, feeing them to repaire, 
Befpake: Sir boy, we fure be gone amiffe : 
(But yet, the beft is this, the way was faire) 
Nay, doubtleffe, that no way to Wind/ore is, 
But to our palace in mount Cz¢heron. 
And Cupid he was fore afraide by this 
Left it were fo indeede ; when (having gone 
A little further) he might plainely fee 
Where with his eye a caftle met anone, 
High on a hill (as though it fcorn’d to be 
Built on the bafer earth) and towr’d above 
The lofty clowds, with fuch a majettie, 
As faide it could not be the Court of Love. 
Howe often have you feene together dwell 
The lordly eagle and the lowely dove, 
Of love and majefty concording well! 

By this they to the caftle-gate be come, 
That was fhut in by warning of a bell. 
In every roome yet ftirring heard they fome 
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Which made them loudly call, and loudly knoeke ; 
Yet none, no more then if they had bin dombe, 
Would anfwer them : a long houre by the clocke, 
They waited there; now he, now fhe, now both. 
Cupid at laft did peepe in at the locke, 

Yet no man came; then Venus waxed wroth, 

And fince of force fhe muft her purpofe miffe 

To be reveng’d fhe tooke a folemne othe, 

And faide, Much worfhip have we won, iwis, . 
If thus one filly woman may abufe 

Two fuch great godheads: if we fuffer this, 

What wretch, I pray you, may not well refufe 

To burne on our high altars his perfumes, 

And by this prefident the fact excufe ? 

Whether fhe on our gentleneffe prefumes, 

Or her own greatneffe, all is one for that ; 

I fhall ere long fo pull her peacockes plumes, 
That (though fhe now be yong and faire and fat) 
She fhall no fooner looke upon a glaffe, 

But fhe fhall greeve and fore repine thereat, 

And fay, That now is hay was fometimes graffe. 
Thinkes fhe to fcape our hands fo franke and free, 
That thee forfooth of France the daughter was, 
Englands frefh bride, and thereby chaunc’d to be 
Mother to him that now is king of both? 

Alas! what’s all this to a Deitie ? 

No more but titles and meere toies in troth. 

As then fhe hath deferv’d, fo fhall fhe have, 
Divine revenge comes fure, though late and loth, 
Belike thefe giddie French thincke they may brave 
My fonne and me at pleafure, leave undone 
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What at their hands moft lawfully we crave, 

Or do all lawleffe outrage under funne. 

They make but ev’n a woman and a childe 

Of me and thee, and thereby thinke to fhunne 

Our vengeance: this it is to be fo milde 

To malefactors, that for very fpight 

Our temples and our altars have defilde, 

Left unprophaned no religious rite, 

But havocke made of holy maiden-head, 

As if the charge we had renounced quite 

That appertaineth to the bridall bed : 

Wherein the lawfull heire begotten is, 

Whom, after nine months fully finifhed, 

The fhame-fac’t father fhall not feare to kiffe, 

At midnight to him by the midwife borne : 

Yea, he himfelfe will fweare it to be his, 

When Luczfer lets foorth the blufhy morne. 

But if they ftill my patience thus fhall wrong, 

By S. Adonis here, loe! have I fworne, 

And will not faile, I fhall, ere it be long, 

A plague fend on them that will quickly tame 

Their pride, and teach them fing another fong. 

It fhall feede in their marow like a flame, 

And rage through ev’ry corner of the land, 

That of the nation it fhall take the name. 

But to the point that now we have in hand: 

Which to effect with more fuccefsful fpeede, 

Sonne Cupid, you awhile my friend muft ftand. 
Mother (quoth he) to feare you fhal not neede, 

For I have ftill beene your obfequious fonne, 

And ftill will be, in thought, and word, and deed. 
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Yet hold I not this dame fo much a nunne 

By nature, as by vertue of the clime 

Is far removed northward from the funne ; 

For she hath lov’d, and fo may do in time. 

The bird that, having once efcap’t the net, 

Defies the fowler, may be caught by lime 

Or other engines that for him be fet ; 

And fo may she by fome more quaint devife 

(But what that is my felfe knows fkarcely yet) 

Maugre her heart, all were it made of yce. 
Gramercie, fonne, quoth fhe, why then no doubt, 

(Though she were ten times more then she is nice) 

This a¢t we shall bring well inough about. 

But that I feare me which you lately tolde 

About the climat ail this ifle throughout, 

Is all the let that ever happen could ; 

For though the Sunne now in the Lion raigne, 

And his meridian, yet an uncouth cold, 

Me thinks, doth hit me now through every vaine. 

In Affricke if the lyon lift to rage, 

Who fhall him from his ladyes fide reftrayne ? 

Yet heere he fleepeth out his idle age, 

And dreames not once of Natures kindely fport. 

Were it not this, what grate or yron cage 

Could coope him from his pleafure ? To be fhort, 

The vine, that with the fcorching funne by noone 

Growes quickely ripe in France, if you tranfport 

Into this country, ripeneth not fo foone. 

Yet is the foyle as thankful heere as there: 

Yea, th’ elements, all underneath the moone, 

Remov’d from their owne place, fome otherwhere 
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Take new impreffions to them ; for the fire 
That only fhines in his celeftiall {phere 
Here burnes moft violent. And with defire, 
Said Cupid, thall this faint, this Katharine 
In Wind/hore burne whom he did fo admire, 
The man of Wonmouth, when fhe did but fhine 
In France at Melaws, like a blazing ftarre, 
Whofe faire afpect, and influence divine, 
Did ftoppe the hoarfe and open throate of warre. 
As there great Henry fel in love with her, 
Heere of another fhall fhe dote as farre, 
Except my cunning, or this hand doe erre; 
And that rich dowre, yea were it ten times moe, 
Upon a fubject fhall I foone conferre. 

What! on a Saxon, Cupid, will yee fo ? 
Now by this mole (quoth fhe) upon my cheeke, 
I rather had this high revenge forgoe, 
Which I on her fo thirftingly do feeke, 
Then any flinty Saxon fhould fucceede 
A Prince fo mighty, and a Prince fo meeke. 
Thefe Saxons cleane have wafh’d away my feede, 
Swallowing the fat foyle like another flood : 
Thofe fturdy Saxons, whom the ftones did breede, 
Which Pyrrha (when yet all the earth was mudde) 
By divelith divination backeward threw 
To take the forme of flefh, and bones, and blood, 
Thefe men, thefe ftones, at an advantage flew 
Of thy poore kindred thoufands with the fword, 
And all the wofull remnant did purfue 
To the bare mountaines, that could fcarce afford 
Food for themfeves, or fafety from the foe, 
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Fowly intreating them in deede and word. 


Long were they torne and tofft thus to and fro, 


Now foiling, and then foild, tili, at the laft, 
Edward the firft (their fates ordaining fo) 

To make them fubjeét to his crowne did caft. 
His tender babe to be their Prince they tooke, 
To whofe fucceeding heires they ftucke fo faft, 
As none of them their faith as yet forfooke ; 
Save onely one, Owen, firnam’d Glyndoore, 
Who became rebell againft Bollinbrooke, 

And by his pride made all his country poore. 
Ah Harry ! why fhouldft thou, a civill Prince, 
For one mans fault and fury play the Moore 
Or Tartar thus, and tax a whole province 
With fuch uncourteous and barbarian lawes 
As never heard were of before, or fince ? 

If Yove, alas! as oft as men give caufe 

Did every time but hurle a fiery ball, 

A little time then fhould he have to paufe, 
And in a while himfelfe leave none at all. 

For all yet that betide them could, or can, 
Here lives one ftill, and ftil I hope he fhall, 

A gallant and refolved gentleman, 

Faire Owen Tudyr: fire thou hir in love 


With him, my boy. Mother (faid he) your fwanne 


Shall not exceede this eagle, nor your dove: 
Hereafter fhall fhe ftoope fo to the lure, 


Though now awhile the clowds fhe toure above ; 


For her pure bofome with a brand as pure 
I wil fo kindle, yet before the funne 
Get out of Lzbra, that none may recure 
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Her heart, but onely Owen. Well faide, fonne! 

(Him anfwered fhe) why fhould I then defpaire ? 

But (as one Owen hath us all undone) 

Another Owex may thofe harmes repaire. 

For who doth know, but that in time to come, 

There may fpring from this wel conforted paire 

(I will fo bleffe and fru€tifie her wombe) 

H. 7., that feaven times happy man, who one day may 

Sit on this throne, and thence with mercy doome 

His and my people? O! when will that day 

Shine from the eaft upon this northerne clime ? 

Then, then may well both Welch and Englith fay, 

That they were borne in a moft bleffed time. 
Mother, quoth he, thereof mine be the care, 

And if I faile therein, mine be the crime ; 

But fith the court of heaven can hardly fpare 

Us both at once, this caufe to me referre: 

Perhaps the gods in no fuch bufines are, 

Yet mortalles are. How {hall the mariner 

That long in the wide ocean toffed is, 

And nothing fees fave fea and heav’n, but er[rJe 

When your propitious ftarre he there doth miffe ? 

How fhall the fhepheard doe, that to the hill 

Leades forth his flocke, and home againe by this ? 

How fhall the ftrugling bride againft her will, 

With her impatient love this night conceave, 

Unles your gratious influence doe fill 

Her fruitfull lap? God[s] muft not therefore leave 

To helpe and comfort mortall men, becaufe 

Of their due honor they the Gods bereave. 

This faid, he ftayd, and with this only claufe 
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She condefcended that all fhould be done, 
As that her felfe therto her beft applaufe 
Should give, and that as foone, too, as the funne 
A judge betweene the night and day became. 
O filly Queene! thefe fnares how canft thou fhun ? 
And how, O Venus (had{t thou any fhame ?) 
Canft thou but blufh, what have ye reap’t by this? 
Thou and thy fonne, what great and glorious name, 
When by Gods beguyld one woman is? 
A month and more, to make the Queene his flave, 
He fought by all fuch traines and trickes of his 
As knowe ye lovers (God from them me fave!) . 
By dreames and fanfies whilft abed fhe lay: 
So wifely though herfelfe fhe did behave, 
That once he thought it beft to runne away. 
By this the golden eye of heav’n, the funne, 
From that difaftrous and midnight of day 
Wherin his clewe of life was cleane out fpunne, 
Henry, the firft in fame, in name the fift, 
About the filver fkarfe of heav’n had runne: 
Whofe firy courfers (howfoever {wift 
To fome glad harts) feeme to the fory flow, 
And dull as lead, then firft the Queene did lift 
Her drooping ey-liddes from the earth belowe. 
As one that having horded up his cheefe, 
His only treafure, ftill his eye doth throwe 
Backe to the place as to his beft releefe ; 
So was the Queene and all the court to glofe, 
The more with her did flatter this her griefe: 
For like the prince the people them compofe. 


Moov’d for their fakes, God wot, more then her owne, 
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The dowager Queene (like to the virgin rofe 
That, all night is bedew’d, and newly blowne 
Unto the morning funne for comfort feekes) 
Thofe purer rofes wiping, that were fowne 
Among the lillies in her lovely cheekes, 

And with her teares bedewed day and night, 
By the full fpace of two and fiftie weekes, 
Refolv'd at laft to come by candle-light 

Into the prefence chamber, and to glad 

Her heart a little with the peoples fight ; 

Who to fee her againe were nothing fad: 

For all the lufty courtiers did devife 

(So foone as notice of her minde was had) 

To entertaine her with fome ftrange difguife, 
Done by Dan Lidgate, a great learned munke, 
Who then in poefie bare away the prife ; 

For after Chaucer had he deepely drunke 

Of ffelicon, as few befides have yet. 

* Now, when the funne into the fea was funcke, 
They all together in the wardrobe met, 

And them among (though farre above them all) 
The gentle Owen was: a man well fet ; 

Broad were his fhoulders, thogh his wafte but fmal ; 
Straight was his backe, and even was his breatt, 
Which no leffe feemely made him fhew then tall. 
Such as Achilles feem’d among the reft 

Of all his army clad in mighty braffe : 

Among them fuch (though all they of the beft) 
The man of Mone, magnifique Ozen, was. 

He feem’d an other oake among the breers ; 
And as in ftature, fo did he furpas 
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In wit, and active feates, his other peeres. 
He nimbly could difcourfe, and nimbly daunce, 
And ag’d he was about fome thirty yeeres: 

But armed had ye feene him go to ance, 

Ye would have faide, that few on foote or horfe 
Could have fo toss’d a pike, or couch’d a lance, 
Wherewith to ground he brought full many a corfe ; 
That oft alone when I recount the fame, 

My tender heart cannot but have remorfe : 

To write it then, alas! I were too blame. 

Of onely Love, and of his armes, I fing: 

Thy warres (O Jars /) I meane not once to name ; 
Yet hardly could I fpare that haughty ftring, 

Did not the boy mine eare pull now and then, 
Beyond my bounds for feare I chance to fling, 

The fame and fplendor of my countrymen 

Invite me fo. What is he that can holde 

In his rude fingers fuch a flaggy pen, 

If aught by chance of Agzucourt be tolde, 

But into teares his eies would quickely thawe, 
Infteade of inke, to write the manifolde 

And goodly flaughters which our men did drawe 
That day in blood? But O! thou mighty ghoft 
Of Henry Monmouth, who yet holdes in awe 

My bolder ditty, that fo longs to boaft 

Thofe olde Heroés, crown’d with holie bayes, 

That under him did ufe to leade his hofte ; 
Beauforts, Veres, Nevills, Talbots, Cliffords, Grayes ! 
O! pardon thou, and they, that I leave out 
Thimmortall mortall fights and blody frayes 
By force of armes there fairely brought about. 
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And thou, Fohn Huntington, whofe acts I more 

Admire than all, before whofe face the rout 

Of fearefull Wormans, when thou cam’ft afhore 

From the triumphed ocean fled away, 

As heartleffe hares the greyhounds doe before: 

Redoubted Earle, of pardon I thee pray. 

God wot I would, yet halfe fo great a tafke 

I dare not undertake ; and footh to fay, 

That argument a lowder trump doth afke, 

To found a march too flender is my reede ; 

Inough is it to tune a courtly mafke: 

Then, to high purpofe and the point procede. 
While they made ready there, ye might have feen, 

One or an other, in a mafking weede, 

Go frifke about upon the rufhes greene, 

And with, if aught he chanced well to do, 

That all were done no worfe before the Queene. 
Some one the God of Love did pray unto, 

With his milde mother, fo to ftand his friend, 

As he thereby his ladies love might woe, 

To whofe fweete praife his paines he did commend : 

Another, that he might good honors make, 

As evry meafure did beginne or end, 

Whereof his miftris might due notice take: 

One that the dropping linkes defilde him not 

For his white fuite of coftly fattenfake : 

An other that his impreafe, or his mot, 

Or aught of his the princeffe minde might pleafe. 
Full many a fuite in broken fighes, God wot, 

Was offered there; yet all could not appeafe 

His kindled ire, who by this eafie baite 
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Thought now or never on the Queene to feafe, 
That had fo often made him found retraite. 
It fell that foure and twenty pages were 
Appoynted on the revelers to waite, 
Who, two by two, before each paire fhould beare 
The linkes aloft ; and for the greater fhowe, 
Like fuites to them and vizards alfo weare. 
The wily god, that all this did foreknow, 
By putting on the perfon of a page, 
Made up the compt, his quiver and his bowe 
To buy a vifard which he layd to gage ; 
But turned into a blazing torch his brand: 
A pretty ftripling, much about the age 
Of fourteene yeares he feem’d, when he did ftand 
Among the reft. Now was it time to fup: 
So coftly nothing was by fea or land 
But it was had, while ftill the frothy cup 
Did hafte to deale about the lufty wine. 
When all was ended, and the boord was up, 
In heav’n above the ftarres began to fhine ; 
Where alfo burned Czthere the bright, 
To Cupid nodding, who knewe well the figne: 
And, like an other heav’n, with ftarry light 
Adorn’d was all the prefence round about, 
That into day againe did turne the night, 
Although the cheefeft light was yet without. 
With this the trumpets, lo! began to found, 
And eke the multitude aloude to fhout, 
(That all the roome did ev’n againe rebound, 
Reechoing no particle amis) 
God fave your Grace, and God your foes confound ! 
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To fome her hand of fnowe fhe gave to kis, 
She talk’d with other, and gave thanks to all 
Along the chamber, as the manner is, 
Behold! how many fiery fparkles fmall, 
The moone about her filver orbe doth fpend, 
When fe/perus the evening foorth doth call: 
So many glorious ladies, glad to tend 
Upon the Queene unto her princely ftate, 
Downe to the ground before her Grace did bend. 
As there in Majefty awhile fhe fate, 
With fhamefac’d lookes lowe fix’d upon the ground, 
Loe! three faire damfels fal’ne at foule debate, 
And them before a trumpet hard to found. 
The damfells, dreaft in white and blew and blacke, 
Were afked, whence they were, and whither bound ? 
Whom they did looke for? or what they did lacke ? 
Awhile they paus’d, and oft they changed hew, 
The one {till to the other looking backe, 
Till fhe, that all appareld was in blew, 
Stept foorth at laft, and making curt’fy low, 
Beganne aloud. Moft mightie Queene, to you 
In humble manner we prefent this fhowe: 
A filly maide, a widow, and a wife, 
As by our habits you may partly know. 
Alate betwene us hapned heavy ftrife, 
Whether the wife, the widow, or the maide, 
Lives the moft happy and contented life ? 
All what we could, we three therin have faid, 
And women (as men clatter) want no words. 
Yet heere (alas!) the matter hath not ftaide ; 
For acted it muft needs be by the fwords 
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Of martialifts ; but your majeftike hand, 
That unto mifers mercy ftill affoords, 
The fame by your authority withftand: 
Which is fo foveraigne, and doth carry weight 
With all the mighty fpirites of the land, 
That ended all this fturre will heere be ftreight. 
Eight hardy {quiers doe holde of maidenhead 
(Whereof is Owen Tudyr chiefe), and eight 
Maintaine that it much better is to wed: 
The laft eight by like arguments approve 
The life fequeftred from the nuptiall bed. 
Renouned Empreffe, then let pitty move 
Your royall breaft to fave them from the fpoile. 
What heart of yron hath fhe, that doth love 
To fee one man in fight an other foile, 
Or once abide to fee the blood to ftreame 
That in the manly bofome wonts to boile ? 
Heereat, as one awak’d out of a dreame, 
The foftly fighing Queene upftarted foone, 
Guilding the world with fuch a glorious beame 
As doth the funne this hemifpheare by noone, 


With morning fhowrs though fomewhat overfpred : 


Or, as when in fome mifty night, the moone 


Breaks through the clouds, and fhews her filver head. 
And thus fhe fpake. Ye vertuous maid and wife, 
(For fuch ye feeme) and thou whofe halfe is dead, 


Whofe other halfe refolves to leade the life 
That alfo doth thy Queene: not all this ile 
A fitter one could yeeld to ftint your ftrife, 
Extended out though it lie many a mile, 

And, but the fea, abides not any bound ; 
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For all three courfes have I knowne awhile. 
A very maide of me King Henry found, 
(Whofe foule God pardon, and to mercie take) 
To whom my love my faith kept ever found, 
That all the world my honour might not fhake, 
Ne wracke my fame againft fo foule a fhelfe. 
As unto him, fo for his onely fake 
I will remaine no leffe true to my felfe ; 
For Henries wife and widow will I die. 
Honours, vaine pleafures, tranfitory pelfe, 
I force not of fuch gaudes a whit, not I: 
Yet doth this trafh the mindes of many tempt 
To loves delights, from whofe vile tyranny 
Princes, no more then other, are exempt. 
But onely him I lowd, fo do I now, 
And ever fhall ; of whom both thought and dreamt 
I have fo oft, that no man elfe may bow 
My fettled heart: onely (were he alive) 
He might, perhaps, prevaile againft my vow. 
And God, I begge it now, fo let me thrive, 
If aught I fpeake the worlds good word to woo 
Beyond my worth; but with his thunder drive 
Mee quicke thofe ugly fhades of hell into, 
Before, O fhamefaftnes ! that I forfake 
Thee, or yet any lawe of thine undoe. 
Might I with me my little Henry take 
To fome remote and folitary denne ; 
Your noble prince, his fervant God him make, 
(Whereto the people cried Amen, Amen!) 
I could be well content no more to come 
Among the preafe and multitudes of men. 
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Not that I doubt but vertuous there be fome, 
I knowe there be, and many in this place. 
This of my fpeech then is the very fumme} 
That oft alone when I recount my cafe, 

No life, me thinkes, is like to widdowhoode, 
So God but guide it with his holy grace. 

Heereat the maide and wife aftoned ftoode. 
Miftake me not, quoth then the lovely Queene, 
For often hath it beene no leffe a good 
To marry wel, then to live fingly feene. 
Perhaps the more, if hearts as well as hands 
Be rightly tied the married paire betweene : 
Not altogether wedded unto lands, 

Ne wealthy dowres. Ah! never may fhe thrive, 
That on the purfe above the party ftands. 

She that fo weds (as I know none that did) 
Beguiles her husband ; he hath but the hive, 
Another eates the hony. God forbid 

That ever any courtly dame fhould carry 

A heart fo bafe within her bofome hid! 

As for my felfe, had I not lovd my Harry, 
Perdy, I make a vow that, for my part, 

No kingdome could have tempted me to marry 
Againft the love and liking of my hart. 

But ah! not long had I enjoyed my Joy, 
When ugly Death comes ftealing with his dart, 
(For hand of man could never him annoy) 
And him of life, and me of love deprives. 

Yet hath he left behinde a princely boy, 
That in my breaft his heav’nly fhape revives. 
So like the father doth he daily grow, 
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As any you have feene in all your lives, 
Yea, like him he already learnes to goe: 
So would he bend the bowe, fo would he looke, 
His eies, his hands, he caft, he carried fo. 

But whither have I, like a wandring brooke, 
Thus err’d by love? Few liquid pearles then gufht 
From out her eies, and then her breath fhe tooke. 
But (Lord!) then how the lovely virgine blufht, 
When all the people did the Queene purfue 
With frefh applaufes; till, when all was hufh’d, 
The Queene did her continued fpeech renew. 

Ladies, it feemes (and therewithall fhe fate) 

It feemes, I fay, to us, that each of you 

So pleafed is with her peculiar ftate, 

That all the world may not your wills reclaime. 
Me lever alfo weare your love then hate, 
Whereat no vertuous prince did ever aime. 
Tyranny feare, and feare this hate begot. 

What duety then can want a privy maime 

That of the fubjeétes love proceedeth not? 

I then conclude, no kinde of life amis 

That is fo fixt, and alters not a jot: 

Unhappy moft the leaft refolved is, 

When as the great commander in the warres 
Affeéts the marchants life, the marchant his, 
Who knowes each crooked motion of the ftarres: 
The clerke againe envies the courtier, 

And he the clowne. To leave particulars, 

In us, and you, (for oft thus one may erre) 

I muft (I hope to none of your difgrace) 
Together when all courfes I conferre, 
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Of force define, that both refigne the place - 
To maidenhead ; as copper doth, or braffe, 
When Indy gold their glory doth deface. 
A worthy wife, no doubt, Sw/anna was, 
Redeem’d from death, as fhe was thereto led ; 
Yet did the widdow Fuazth her furpaffe ; 
Who {mote off, as he breath’d his laft abed, 
That horrid head, yet breathing warre and luft. 
But unto Mary, well of maidenhead, 
This, and that other yeeld of duty muft: 
The Maide, where three times three months did repofe 
The Sunne, in whom repofde is all my truft. 
A virgin is but ev’n a very rofe, 
For once if hand of man thereon be laide, 
Both fent and colour it will quickly lofe, 
So tender is the bloome in ev’ ry maide. 
That innocent and ever happy ftate, 
(Had our forefathers not fo fondly ftraide) 
Wherein God humane nature did create, 
In holy maidenhead refembled is, 
Whence having falne too foone, we grieve too late: 
When all the world doth point at our amis, 
Then fee we naked fhame with open eies. 
Yea, maidenhead goes farre beyond all this ; 
For in that earthly place of paradife, 
As heere we doe, they did by Gods beheft : 
But in that heav’n, where his owne owner lies, 
As are his angells, fuch are all the reft ; 
Maides and unmarried. Heere then I conclude 
That maidenhead of all is only beft. 
And as fhe faide, fo faide the multitude. 
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Then all three ladies (who did now relent, 
And pardon afke that they had beene fo rude) 
Befought the night in fportes might now be fpent ; 
Whom fo to doe with many thankes fhe praide. 
So they unto the foure and twenty fent 
To certifie them what the Queene had faide, 
And therewithall to bid them hafte away. 
The meffenger fo did, and they obaide. 
Alacke for pitty! now what fhall I fay ? 
A wily traitor and a very thiefe, 
That all the while in ambufh clofely lay 
Among the mafkers, is become the chiefe: 
And to the caftle is already come, 
Good Queene, I feare me, to thy further griefe. 
Herewith was heard the trumpet and the drum, 
As if they had beene marching for the field : 
By two and two they entred all and fome, 
Each after other offering up his fhield, 
While fhe, that in all curtifie did abound, 
To every man particular thankes did yeeld. 
The fofter muficke then beganne to found, 
And eke the ladies were had out to dance: 
It alfo pleafde the Queene to walke a round, 
The courtly fportes the more to countenance, 
With whom (bicaufe he did the meafures leade) 
To couple it was Owens happy chance. 
Then all in order gan it foftly treade 
Up and downe, in and out: the planets feaven, 
Rapt with harmonious fpheres (as we may reade) 
So daunce about the lofty pole of heaven. 
The meafures ended, it grewe very late, 
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(For it was halfe an houre nigh paft eleaven.) 
Then bade the Queene, that one belowe the ftate 
A ftoole for her fhould fet upon the ground: 
This done, anone downe thereuppon fhe fate. 

Some in their cinqueapafe did nimbly bound, 
Some did the cros-point, fome high capers cut, 
And on the toe fome other turned round ; 
While ftill the minftrell on the trembling gut, 
Strove with divifion to outrunne the time 
That hafted on the revells up to fhut, 

(For midnight now the clock began to chime.) 
Then iffued Owen out among the reft, 
Referved untill then, as onely prime 

Of all the mafkers, and the very beft. 

Love that did all the while no will forfloe, 
That holp to fett afire her fnowy brett, 
Refolv’d, at laft, that it muft needs be fo. 

Wherefore, as Owen did his galliard daunce, 
And grac’d it with a turne upon the toe; 
(Whether his eyes afide he chaunc’d to glaunce, 
And, like the lovely God, became fo blinde, 

Or elfe, perhaps, it were his happy chaunce, 

I know not, and record none can I finde.) 

This is the fhorte: the Queene being very nigh, 
He fell, and (as he forwarde downe declinde) 

His knee did hit againft her fofter thigh. 

I hope hee felt no great hurt by the fall, 

That happy fall which mounted him fo high ; 
For up he quickly fprang, and therewithall 

He fetch’d me fuch a frifk above the ground 
That, O well doone! cried out both great and fmall. 
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The Queene arofe then, and dealt thanks around 
To all of them, but unto Owen moft: 
The trumpets alfo they began to found, 
wy For on fhe pafft, and after her an hoaft 
\f , Of lovely ladies, while the people praied, 
Wa That God would guide her with his holy ghoft. 
i} Thus all the court was very well apaide, 
} And every dauncer in delight did fwimme, 
, But Owen onely, who was fo difmaide, 
ai That all the company came to comfort him. 
Amoneft all, one wifht it had beene his happe: 
| I can not blame him, though he loft a lim, 
8 That long’d to pitch in fuch a princely lappe. 
But out, alas! what fhall there more be faide? 
| This was but ev’n an engine and a trappe, 
a } That for the feely foule was lately laide: 
The faireft foule, I weene, that ever was, 
This onely tricke fo fowly hath betraide. 
| As into fome one centre of the glaffe 
1B The funny beames we doe contraét to light 
| 7 Divine tobacco, that all blame doth paffe, 
Fy Becaufe all union hath the greater might ; 
So fierce Cupido caufde his fiery brand 
Upon that eagle-eye of his to light, 
) j That in the very turning of a hand, 
ai Reflected it might fet afire her heart, 
Li That obftacles none might it once withftand. 
iv » The wound did at the firft not greatly fmart, 
For it was inward, and there foftly bled 
Feeding the fire, till (having got apart) 
Her yvory body laide in yvory bed, 
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She there afrefh of all beganne to thinke 
(For idle fancies there be fooneft fed) 
And unawares let love in foftly finke 
Betweene the lillies of her lovely brett. 

What fhould fhe doe? fhe could not fleepe a wink, 
Nor any refpite take, nor any reft, 
Nor once but dreame (for how can one awake ?) 
That it was got fuch an unruly gueft : 
Which on the gods behalfe did greatly make. 

It was the very dead of drowfy night, 
When every creature elfe his eafe did take 
But onely yong Queene Katherine the bright ; 
Whofe eies (like two faire diamonds fet in rings) 
Awak’d her outward little world to light. 
For ugly night with her broade raven-wings 
Had overhild the golden goodly face 
As well of heavenly as of earthly things, 
And the dull humour powred downe apace 
On weary miferable mortall men. 
Loe! then beganne her eyes firft to embrace 
An eafie flumber: her devotions then 
She foftly figh’d, and Reguiem alfo faide 
For her deere Lord: thus (having breath’d Amen, 
And fofter cheeke upon foft pillow laide) 
Fell faft afleepe. Who then but Czgzd fung ? 
Who laugh’d, who danc’d, or half fuch Herods plaid? 
For here and there the fire about he flung, 
As did in AZtna his fuppofed fire: 
That where before fhe was but only ftung 
A little in the fancie with defire, 
And quickely might have cur’d the fame againe, 
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(Had fhe but ufde the meanes) his raging fire 
Diffufde the venim now through ev'ry vaine. 
As elementar fire doth clofely creepe 
Betweene fome plankes, the greater height to gaine, 
Not daring out of his blinde cell to peepe, 
Before, alas! (as oft it doth befall) 
The goodman of the houfe be faft afleepe ; 
Then oppofition finding none at all, 
About the noone of night invades the fparres, 
And many hundred thoufand fparkles fmall, 
About the welkin hurls to mocke the ftarres: 
At laft in fmoaky flames it chokes the {fkies, 
And of the building all the beauty marres, 
Or once the owner halfe can ope his eyes. 
O mercy God! O Love! O Charity! 
What is this heate, or how doth it arife ? 
Is it begot but of a wanton eye, 
And fo conceived in a gentle hart ? 
If it be fo, then afke I reafon why? 
Thy felfe, O Love! of eyes deprived art. 
But if by fatall revolution 
Of any ftarre, O God! thou guide thy dart, 
(Sith that we know the certaine motion 
Of every ftarre in heav’n, both her degree, 
Her oppofition, and conjun€tion, 
With every other hidden qualitie, 
Portending what is likelieft to befall) 
Reveale, O God! reveale thou unto me 
That am thy prieft (though worthy leaft of all) 
So long have I rebel’d againft thy law, 
Blafpheming it as ceremonial, 
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Enacted onely fooles to keepe in awe: 

Yet, fith I doe recant my folly now 

That into danger youth might haply draw, 
Reveale the reafon, and the caufe, why thou 
In all thy deedes fo diverfe ever art ; 

And doe, I pray, inftruét thy Prophet, how 
In every pageant thou doft play thy part, 
Provoking here to love and there to luff. 

Why fhould a lady like with all her hart 
(Her felfe borne under Fove and Venus juft) 

A tawny face befur’d with fable haire, 
Borne under old Saturnus ftarre combutft ? 

What appetite the foule hath to the faire 
Is evident ; for every feely foule 
Knowes with perfe€tion how things long to paire: 
But that the faire fhould ftoope unto the foule, 
A wonder it doth feeme to me, no leffe 
Then if an eagle fhould unto an owle. 

Yet more may be then I can haply geffe: 
I might be numbred eighth among the wile, 
If all to know myfelfe I fhould profeffe. 

It is becaufe that in faire womans eyes 
Blacke men feeme pearles (and women all, awis, 
Would be, or elfe, which doth as well fuffice, 
Reputed faire ?) or is it haply this, 

That any beauty layde againft the blacke, 

Of much more beautie and more brightnes is ? 

Is it becaufe we like (though nought we lacke) 

What others have? or elfe becaufe this hue 

Lends livelier heate and moifture to the backe? 
Why fhould a queene, to whom fo many fue, 
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So many princes would be prowde to ferve, 
Bid all the glittering pompe of court adue, 
And to a private love her fweets referve ? 
Why fhould fhe fpend with him her happy dayes, 
That hardly doth to ferve her but deferve ? 

This is thy power, O Love! this is thy praife ; 
For unto Gods it only doth belong 
The mighty downe to pull, the meeke to raife: 
Thou findeft likes, or elfe ere it be long, 


- Thou frameft fuch of fundry qualities. 


It is then open, and no petty wrong, 

To charge thee fo with incongrueties ; 

For onely thou alone in all thy deedes, 

As at the firft yet work’st by contraries. 
When as together all the fundry feedes 

Of undigefted Chaos did confpire : 

To mould the body that fo many breedes, 

The earth, the aire, the water and the fire, 

(For each was unto either deadly foe) 

To fundry rankes did all at once retire : 

The leight got up, the heavy ftay’d below, 

The fea did ftart afide to fhow the land, 

The windes did on the billowes ftifly blow, 

All which be now tied in fo friendly band, 

As they may not beyond their limits range, 

And this was done by thy almighty hand. 

Nor art thou, Lord (for all thou feeme fo ftrange) 

Yet halfe fo mutable as any man, 

But as refolved, and unapt to change, 

As at the day when firft the world began. 

Perhaps by fome to fcorne I fhall be laught 
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For holding fo, fay all they what they can, 
This is the truth, thus other fhall be taught: ~ 
Yea (though therefore I fhould be tortured) 

I would not alter any word for aught, 

For all is right, if it be rightly read. 


FINIS. 
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RICHARDO MARTINO HUGO HOLLANDIUS 


Optimo Oratort Pefimus Poéta, 
veteris et perfecit amoris ergo 
novum fed imperfecium poema 
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SONULUS HENDECASYLLABICUS. 


Hoc, Martine, tibt vetus fodalis 
Nuper mitto novum poema ceptum, 
Nec doétum fatis td, nimifve tneptum : 
Vefler Pegafus eft, nec ipfe talis 

Out tantis vehar incitatus alts. 
Verium me videor fat effe adeptum, 
Sz carmen tibt tale fit receptum ; 
Nec leétum tibt non fuiffe malis. 

Quod (ft quid faperem) domo quieta 
Annus debuerat videre nonus : 
O fed fama ego gloriaque fpreta 

Ln peffum cecidi poeta pronus ; 

“ Tanto peffimus omnium poeta, 

“ Quanto tu optimus omnium patronus.” 
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TO SIR ROBERT COTTON, KNIGHT, 
Lord of Cunnington. 


My reafons can no longer hold out nor yet my modetty: 
nature indeed hath armed me againft blufhing, not againft 
bathfulnes. Have here then this double imperfect poém. 
Firft, though ill, not all done: Secondly, through all il 
done. The faults I confes in making (as they be many) 
are mine: the fault in fetting forth (if it be any) is yours ; 
and fo much the more yours, by how much the more you 
would have mine publifhed. It was (if you remember) the 
worke, or rather the paftime of one vacation. Howbeit, 
that can no way iuftly excufe me. For (if the deftiny of 
these leaves fhould out-fpin Nature in our. lives) how 
fhould pofterity be informed in how fhort time the fame 
were written? All the writings of old time were as the 
teftaments of the writers: but moft of the writers of our 
dayes are as executors to their writings ; not unlike Flecuba 
in the tragedy, who in her own lifetime faw the death of 
all her children. And to fay but truth (had not I beene 
the more indulgent father) thefe rimes of mine (which 
nigh upon two yeares have nowe layen by me) had long 
{ince made windeing-fheetes for perfumed gloves in the 
EXCHANGE. The laft fummer I began to put this infant 
(then about fome twelve-moneths old) out of his foule and 
fwatheling clowts; and (like our London nurfes, who, when 
they bring their fofter-children to be fhewed the friends, 
dreffe them up in their beft habiliments) wrote it out 
curioufly with mine own hand, thinking to have gone into 


54 Pancharts. 


Scotland and to have given it the king ; towards whom my 
loyaltie, I was in thofe dayes as daring to powre into your 
bofome, as I found it ready to endure the fame. Your 
love to me, and our duty to him gave us both confidence 
thereunto: to fpeake nothing of particular intereft, his 
Maiefty and you defcended of two brothers, hee from Rod. 
le Brufe, and you from Lernard. But ill newes carried 
me into Wales, and upon my returne Maifter Secretary 
Herbert (with whom was in commiffion the noble and 
gentle Lord ure, and the right worthy and vertuous 
Maifter Do¢tor Dux), being ready to goe into Germany 
(which was his thirteenth publike employment), I fignified 
to his Honour the defire I had, but once in my life, to fee 
the world (for untill then I had beene alwayes one of the 
Queenes deere), and he lovingly confented thereunto. Be- 
leeve me, Sir Rod., he eis the man I tooke him for, and told 
you of. I will not fpeake of honors and titles, things (like 
reprefentations in glaffes) a¢tuated by other; but rather 
of his learning, his wifdome, honefty; the firft and laft 
whereof are goodly vertues in a man of his fortune, all 
three lying within the fpheare of our owne activitie. At 
Am/ftelredam, in my way homeward (for I returned before 
their Lordfhips) I met thofe good ill-newes of the Queens 
death, to whofe honour and memory (xeque me meminiffe 
pigebit ELISAE), as by the Preface may appeare, I had once 
entended this firft booke of the Preparation or Preludium 
of the love betweene Owen Tudyr and the Queene ; which 
Preface notwithftanding I will have printed with the reft,. 
that I doe fo much right to that dead Lady, fometimes 
our foveraigne Queene and miftreffe. The very Gofpel it 
felfe (next which no gladder tidings could have pierced our 
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eares, then that King JAMES his head fhould be invefted 
with the royall diadem) did allow the law, an honorable 
buriall. Neither fhould we fafhion our felves to fuch whofe 
affection to her waxed cold before her body, who thought 
they had done her a ftout piece of fervice, that they for- 
fooke not her body before her foule did. I judge modeftly 
of them all, and hope it was but a longing they had to fee 
his Majefty, whom God of his mercy long preferve, left he, 
who hath freed us from one curfe of a kingdome, that is 
a woman, leave us unto another, that is, a childe. I have 
written an acrofticke fonet to his Maieftie, a canzonet to 
the Queene, and another acrofticke unto the Prince; whofe 
fervant I am by vow, and fubordinate fubje¢ct by birth. 
For I doubt not but his noble father will fhortly kiffe him, 
and deliver him the verge of gold, with his patent, whereby 
hee is entituled Prince of Wales: which (though now high 
in nothing but mountaines) I hope one day fhall be raifed 
by his Graces prefence; in whom we claime a double 
intereft, as well by Walter Stewarte, as Owen Tudyr, both 
of them lineally defcended from the moft haught and 
magnanimous Princes of Wales. My fecond booke (if 
God fpare life) of the entertainment of their love (which I 
principally vow to the honour of the better parte of his 
Graces principallity, my beloved country gentle Northwales, 
where by the way I am to fpeake fomewhat of the warres 
of Owen Glindoure, with the worthy deeds of the two 
thunder-bolts of warre, the noble Percies) I purpofe to con- 
fecrate unto his Highneffe: as alfo the third booke, of the 
perfection of their love, unto the Queens right excellent 
Majeftie. For unto whom fhould I dedicate the perfection 
of love but to the perfection of beautie? I fpeake this but 
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by heare-fay: you have feene her, and know I flatter not, 
from which fault (if from any) I am moft free: for in 
flattery (faith Zacztus) is the foule fault of flavery, and 
freedom of fpeach will be thought malice. Howbeit, after 
the faire example of our good friend M. A/artin (who, with 
like libertie as eloquence, was not afraide to tell the King 
the truth) I will fo comporte my felfe and wade warily 
betweene both, that I ever carry the heart of a monarchy, 
and the tongue of a common-wealth ; the one loyall, the 
other liberall, In which refolution I end, commending 
this poém to the conceipt of the reader, my felfe to you, 
and you to God. 
Your very loving 


HuGH HOLLAND. 


Nee 


4 
q 
ae 


